DROPPED FROM THE CLOUDS,                 2$ I
The sailor approached him, and touching his arm,
" Captain!" said he.
" What do you want, my friend ?" asked the engineer, as
if he had returned from the land of dreams,
"The torches will soon go out"
" Forward !" replied Cyrus Harding.
The little band left the cavern and began to ascend
through the dark passage. Top closed the rear, still
growling every now and then* The ascent was painful
enough. The settlers rested a few minutes in the tipper
grotto, which made a sort of landing-place half way up
the long granite staircase. Then they began to climb
again.
Soon fresher air was felt The drops of water, dried by
evaporation, no longer sparkled on the walls. The flaring
torches began to grow dim. The one which Neb carried
went out, and if they did not wish to find their way in the
dark, they must hasten.
This was done, and a little before four o'clock at the
moment when the sailor's torch went out In its turn, Cyrus
Harding and his companions passed out of the passage*